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ADVERTISEMENT 


WHEN Youth and Innocence, declining legal redreſs, 
are bowed down to the Earth by Treachery, when the laſt remains of 
| Reputation are purſued by the moſt infamous Obloguy and Falſhood, 
what Tongue can be filent, what Pen lie idle? It muſt not therefore 
_ be wondered at, that the Author of the following lines has been induced 
to comply with the requeſt of his friends, and lay them before the Public. 
He does it the more cheerfully in bope of drawing forth a more ample 
vindication from ſome ſuperior Pen. 


It is now reported, that ſome very reſpectable Characters, who had 
long been flow in receiving conviftion from unqueſtionable teſtimony, 
join at length in fincere compaſſion for injured Innocence, and in abbor- 
rence of callous perſevering Guilt, 


It cannot therefore be ſuppoſed, that a Place and People, on all occaſions 
eminently diſtinguiſhed for every good and generous exertion, will ref 
a matter of ſuch importance on the feeble defence of a few flimſy cour 
pers; and look on unconcerned, while a Tranſattion of the moſt in- 
fernal color paſſes away, like a dream, in torpid obſcurity, 


Truth has already mol wonderfully made its way to light, and the 
Clouds are beginning to be diſperſed ; but if it be poſſible, that any Perſons, 
attached to their fin prejudices, ſhall mark this Writer with an eye of 
malignity, he bas only to obſerve, that le cannot floop to deprecate their 
wrath, but muſt conſider ſuch Is cenſure as the moſt gratiſyi "g 


encumium. 
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Dark as the proſpect of my future days ; 
| While the black ſurges roll, diſdaining reſt, 
Tumultuous as the anguiſh of my breaſt; 
While ſhowers deſcend in ſympathy with mine, 
My ſoul ſhall dictate a departing line, 


Before I quit this dear, tho' unkind ſhore, 
A ſigh ſhall reach thee, ere I figh no more; 
For, cruſh'd by treachery, ere they well begun, 


My days were number'd, and my race was run, 
B 


HILE gloomy clouds o'erwhelm the ſetting rays, 
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in vain, dear Youth, thy gentle boſom glows 
To ſhare my tears, and diſſipate my woes : 
Sorrows, like mine, admit of no control! 
Eternal clouds hang heavy o'er my ſoul : 

No gleam of hope imparts a tranſient ray ; 
No kind aſſociate guides my wandering way z 
No Mother folds me to her anxious breaſt, 8 
And ſoothes my beating agony to reſt; A * 
No Friend, no Father Ah!! That fatal hour 

| Why did he delegate his hallow'd power? 

Faithful himſelf, he could not falſhood know, 

Nor in the friend diſcern a latent foe, | | | 
An hypocrite, whoſe complicated lies = 4 þ 
The prudent penetrate, the juſt deſpiſe. 


Yes, let him triumph in the deed of ſhame, 


And fix a laſting odium on my name! | 
Let falihood all her fimſy wreaths intwine 
To grace his cauſe !—z ſimple tale is mine, 


He 
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He took me from a gracious Father's hand, 


Led me unſpotted from my native Land; 


A guileleſs Lamb, of no dark guile afraid, 
Around his knees the frolic hours I play'd; 
Look d up to the director of my life, 

And lipt his hand, nor fear'd the Butcher's knife: 
Ere thirteen Suns my infant ſmiles had ſeen. —— 
How ſhall 1 traverſe the diſtracting ſcene ! 

Or, how develop the deteſted woof ! 

Beneath the ſanction of his guardian roof, 

( Oh, dead to honor, faith, and all Heaven gave 
To grace the generous, and endear the brave, 
Loſt to whate'er the good and worthy feel, 

Each fiend of hell attendant on his heel, ) 

To my pure pillow, while ſuſpicion Nept, 


With Tarquin-flame the ſubtle ſerpent crept, 


Wak'd from the faia! 41am, convullive thought 
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Spoke my foul wrongs——but ah, congealing fears 
Suppreſt the clamor of my childiſh years ! 

In ſpeechleſs and unutterable ſmart 

The ſecret thorn lay feſtering in my heart. 


Haſt thou forgot th involuntary ſigh, 
That often dampt thy kind enquiring eye? 
Abaſh'd, I ſunk beneath thy ardent gaze, _ 
While thy warm tongue grew laviſh in my praiſe ; 
While partial. Love delighted us'd to trace 

In ev'ry feature ſome celeſtial grace, 
And fondly ſtyle them ( Ah, unhappy Youth!) 
The pencil lines of Innocence and Truth : 

Yes, while in raptures on thy voice I hung, 

The fatal ſecret trembled on my tongue: 

Confus'd tho' guiltleſs, tho' enamour'd cold; 

Timid through ſhame, through conſcious honor bold; 
Firm in thy virtue, yet by doubts oppreſt ; 

Charm'd with thy love, yet wretched while careſt ; 


 Graſping 


TS I 
Graſping at hope, bewilder'd in my views ; 
Anxious to hold thee, terrify'd to loſe, 
| The tale of horror with redoubled pan 
Roſe to my lips, and mute ſunk down again. 


Ah, tell me not in that diſtreſſing tone 
Thy weight of woes to aggravate my own ! 
Too much I feel——Yet, tell me, give me all! 
On my devoted head let ruin fall! 
"Twas 1 who taught thee Love's ſweet pangs to know, 
Smil'd on the plant, and bade its fibres grow ; 
With pride I ſaw its ſpotleſs verdure ſpread 
Round thy warm heart, and waving o'er thy head; 
Taught the young tendrils round my own to twine, 
Blaſting my comforts to imbitter thine, 


Oh, 'twas a lovely plant, and fair it grew, 
Of holy eſſence, and celeſtial hue, 
Till the fell Spoiler came the Canker-worm, 


er eye long watch'd the growing germe, 
c 
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Arm'd with a baſe aſſaſſin's midnight pang, - 
Crawl'd to the root, and fix'd his fatal fang ! 


And am 1 guilty then? Lurks deadly Sin 

The temple of my virgin breaſt within ? 

Pure ſcource of trath! Thou God, whoſe ſearching eye 
The tainted tremble at, the guilty fly, 

Be thou my Judge before thy hallow'd hand 

I fall convicted, or acquitted ſtand : 

Thou know'ſt, when ſuppliant at thy ſacred ſhrine, 
What grief, what bitterneſs of wo was mine; 
What drops of anguiſh down my checks did ſtray, 
| When fainting at thy * Altars foot I lay; 
How bow'd my ſoul beneath th' oppreſſive rod, 
When all I durſt petition of my G 
Was“ Heal my wounded ſpirit, Gracious Power, 


And while thy mercies on my bo 


* Theſe excruciating feelings iu the lovely Vita are uot an imaginary deſcription, 
but are well knows to have becy real, | 
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« Supreme, Oh, hide for ever from the Sun 
« My injur'd honor and thy will be done! 


I roſe, ſupported by the Prince of Peace; 
But Ah, my bleeding miſeries increaſe ! 
The ruffian hand, that ſunk me to the duſt, 
Adds agonizing inſult to his luſt, 
Purſues my wrongs with calumny's vile breath, 
And aims a wound beyond the realms of death. 


Am I abandon'd too? Through recreant fear 
Is there not one dares ſhed a generous tear ? 
Not one, among my little hoſt of friends, 
That with compaſſion indignation blends ? 
Beneath whoſe honeſt front, and picrcing eye, 
Slander's foul miſts evaporate and fly; 

Active a line of glaring truths to trace, 
And huil confuſion in a + Felon's face? 


— who filche: ſrom me my good Name, robs me of that, which not enriches 
him, aud makes mc poor indeed, 4174 n 
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Reſt, reſt, my heart! Alas, there is not one 
Darkneſs and Clouds o'erwhelm thy ſetting Sun. 
Hark, a ſhrill voice, prophetic, and ſevere, 

Burſts in accents on my car; 
Triumphant Horror, in the fouleft. form 

That cer did Beauty's placid mien defirm, 

With raven-pinion hovers o'er thy gravez 

No heart to pity, and n band ito 
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Quick let me fly this inauſpicious Iſle, 

Whoſe frown is fatal, tho' fo fair her imile | 
Fly, where Palmettos their cool umbrage ſhed, 
Repoſe my beating heart, recline my aching head. 


Again the ſcreech-owl note diſtracte the air, 
Chills my young blood, and gives me to deſpair, 
In vain thy flight ! ſped by that band 
Which ſends thee weeping to thy native land, 
Fleeter than winds, Alas! arriv'd before, 
Thy infomy foal echo round the foo. 
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ES Þ 
Juſt Heavens! and all ye heavenly Hoſt, that ſtand 
Obedient to th' Almighty's dread command ; 
Swifter than light, who viſit us below, 
Oh, bear me, ſnatch me from this world of wo! 


Farewell, dear Youth ———2 long, a lat Farewcll 
Ah, my foreboding heart !——2 funeral knel 
Already vibrates on my ſtartled car; 


vet, why th' ill-fated future ſhould 1 fear 


Come, ye fad hours, if yet ye low'ring be 
On Time's dark wing for miſery and me, 
Come, with your blackeſt horrors overcaſt ' 
Ye cannot wound me like the bitter paſt, 


To die is all I aſk-----The filent Grave 
Yields a ſafe refuge from the wily knaye ; 


There Slander cannot pierce the tranquil breaſt, 
And there the weary Traveller may eſt, 


Om Him—whoſe baſe premeditated blow 


LOU 


Compell'd this torrent of my tears to flow ; 
Triumphant o'er Simplicity and Truth, 

Who cropt the bloſſoms of ingenuous Youth, 
Who with a laviſh and licentious hand 
Scatter'd their roſy fragrance o'er the Land; 
Serene, who views them with a ſavage ſmile 
Blaſted beneath his deſolating guile ; 

| Let no vindiftive arm the deed. reſent! 

A guilty Conſcience be his puniſhment 
Repentance wait him till his crime's forgiven ! 
I reſt my cauſe with Innocence and Haaven, 
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